10           NADIR, THE PERSIAN
In the palace yard our trophies we laid,
And of them a rampart high we made.
And 'twas then I wrote with blood on the wall
Of that jewel-bedizened banqueting-hall,
"If ever a hell upon earth be found,
Te white-livered curs, look around! look around 1"
Thus Nadir, royally paying his debt, On Delhi the seal of his vengeance set, And naught remained but to take a toll
Of the city's treasured hoard; And the weary day we passed in toil, For we garnered a store of priceless spoil,
As our labour's due reward.
As a vampire sucks a sick man's veins,
And with the red stream his manhood drains,
"We left the city flaccid and weak.
The people, like ghosts, too cowed to speak
Save in frightened whispers, hurried by,
Trembling to live and too craven to die.
On a winter's morn our troops rode forth, And turned their horses' heads to the north. No longer we flew with a raking stride, But slowly paced o'er the champaign wide, For a baggage train brought up our rear, Laden high with gold and gear, Thirty million mohurs in worth ; But the Peacock Tfrrone was the chiefest prize,